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Dreams 
by dontneedawifeneedaman 


Summary 


I'm ruining your sleep." 
"Even if you're right, though you are not, I don't mind it." 


If his life has pluses, Robin is the main of them and that's a fact. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


There were a lot of unexpected things that came with his new life, but probably one of the 
worst was a need to sleep. 


Even if he's only half alive, he still needs sleep. Ludicrous. 
Actually, there were a lot of things he would find that way, but this one so far. 


Who the hell would sleep when they are a literal piece of metal with a little humanity? That 
human part, of course. Damn it. 


And he doesn't see a problem in that exact need of his human part like wasting time or 
something — no, he has plenty of it. But the thing is his past. A distant memory that comes 
back every night and clutches its hold on his throat, and even if the remaining part of the 
previous 'him' doesn't feel it, that doesn't mean he can't feel any abomination. It's disgusting 
to him because if he ever thought twice in his previous life, he would never get into the hands 
of the IPC. 


These dreams are too vivid for him to ever forget what he endured and what he can't get rid 
of. 


Vivid because of his never-aging senses. New senses. 


Vivid because every time he reaches for another bullet he feels his iron muscles clank quietly 
like a perfect mechanism, his wires straighten up and that's damn outrageous. 


Vivid, because IPC made him fucking perfect in the way they wanted, and he loathes and 
despises everything about them and himself. Because he's long ago not the man he was, not 
the cowboy that had that vigor, not the one whose shadow he is. 


That's exactly what he is — a shadow. A mere reverberation. 


He tried so many times to rip his heart out of his chest with his new abilities, tried to make 
his metal fingers break through the stiff iron of his chest only to be back again to that half- 
done state of a body that still is held on the wires, encircled by so-called doctors. 


Their voices stir him awake, their curses as they go back to doing their shenanigans with his 
body, to greet him with a cold smile of pure scientistic interest "Welcome to your life, again." 


It all feels like he's deep underwater where his metal parts are starting to rust, and even his 
systems can't make him take a breath or let him do something. 


Nothing reaches there. 
Nothing reaches to him. 


Except for the sun. 


Its rays as if give him a second breath, second — no, now another life, another that is far 
better from that one. This time his 'another' makes sense not only because of the work that 
has to be done. 


This time he feels the sun's touch on his skin. 


He can finally take a breath, open his eyes, and come up with the fact that he again ruined not 
only his sleep. 


"Sorry," he breathes out, his voice sounds more mechanical now as it usually does when his 
needy metal body craves machine oil. Anything but the water for now. 


"For what?" Boothill sighs, knowing that he's going to repeat the same thing he said countless 
times before since the time they first fell asleep together. 


"Waking you up," he sighs, burying his nose somewhere he knows for sure her neck is. He 
can't see her because of the night's darkness, but he can hear a clear smile in her voice as she 
replies with a simple "I'm fine with that." 


And just after that he feels her hands in his hair, but he stares into the darkness, his mind still 
full of doubts. Though his once again living heart skips a beat in all of that perfect 
mechanism of his. 


"I'm ruining your sleep." 


"Even if you're right, though you are not, I don't mind it," he only hums quietly in response, 
allowing himself to give in and finally wrap her in an embrace. So he does exactly that, 
pulling her closer. 


If his life has pluses, Robin is the main of them and that's a fact. 


She makes him feel things he swore he would never feel again just because he was so 
concentrated on his other feelings. Because of course, breaking one of his complexes of being 
just a metal can wasn't enough for her. 


Of course, the glances she would occasionally set on him were casual and of course, he 
would lose himself there because a part of him was still a human. A human that deep down 
craves something he didn't get in his life that he felt like he had. 


Of course, he would not seek any more rendezvous with her. 
Of course, he would lie to himself. 


But somehow for her, he's not a piece of metal and not a shell of a human, he indeed is a 
human. 


"Still sorry," he mutters, inhaling her scent. That's one of the things he likes the most of all. 
Her scent reminds him of some wildflowers he once saw. Not the ones on Penacony here, but 
on another planet. He can't describe what exactly that flower is. Or maybe it's not flower at 
all but baked goods with glaze. Even though it's not like he still remembers and can 


distinguish tastes and scents really well now because all his surroundings are full of ash and 
blood when he's away from her. 


"Still no need for that," Robing whispers somewhere above him, and then he feels a kiss on 
his forehead. He forgets how to breathe. But now it's not suffocating water, not his haunting 
memories, but a gentle touch of her lips. 


Boothill feels like dying again. 
And he feels like that every damn time they touch more than just hold each other. 


He may look tough but inside is still a heart that yearns for affection and wants to give that 
affection too. 


So he lets out a quiet chuckle, a soft rambling sound in his chest, and he can't just lay here 
anymore. 


He shifts slightly, just to move his hand to her cheek, caressing the skin gently with his 
thumb. His touch is slightly chill despite her emanating warmth, but she nonetheless leans to 
him, used to it. 


Robin stares at him in this darkness and he feels it, feels, when she reaches to his face too and 
his breath catches somewhere in his chest. 


He leans for a kiss, and everything except it turns into a blurry background, but she breaks it, 
wrapping him in a blanket tightly. 


Boothill blinks a few times in confusion, earning from her a giggle instead. 


"I noticed you fall asleep sooner after kisses," she explains softly, her tone reassuring. He 
only snorts quietly in response, averting his gaze. 


"That's unfair." 
"Oh, is it?" 
"I'm not going to sleep anymore." 


She remains silent for a moment, and as that moment stretches for a little too long, he begins 
to question if she's not asleep yet. But Robin breaks the silence again. 


"What if I'll sing for you? Would that help? A lullaby, how does that sound?" 
Now it's his time to fall silent. 
"I'm not a child," though his voice is lacking certainty. 


"I didn't say you are. Just let me try maybe?" and he can't refuse. Well, even if he could, he 
would never. Because she's too precious for him to ever deny her anything. So he agrees with 


a nod, closing his eyes obediently and letting himself fall asleep with her soft humming of a 
foreign melody for him. 


And with her, there is no suffocating water. Only the sun's warmth. 


End Notes 


Well I really hope I'll gather myself and write a proper first kiss for them....... sometime eh 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


